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<P 4. It T3 G3 6 | are a young man what don’t know the ways o’ the one. Tle nevertheless began to ascend, and had i 
—— ~ } world, and I have a son just Your age away at sea; / got half way up toalanding, when the same voice a 
‘and so I do you a kindness, hoping it will be one } said, lauzhing, “ you must to 2 Pdd ; 
THE DANCIN ‘ (F FE ATHER. Ly ; J a: pa ping } ging," y nust to tlie left now,” and “4g 
OR THE day returned to poor Bill. ) at the same instant a door was thrown open at the 

~~ ® ley “ T have given no offence to any one,” said Hay- | head of the stair case, and a lamp shone bright} 

PIS ’ y°} u i shon right 

AMATEUR FREEBOOTERS , I guuy 


BY J. H. INGRAHAM, 
Author of “ Lafitte,” “ Capt. Kyd,” “ Burton,” “ The 
Quadroone,”’ &e; 
CHAPTER V. 
Hayward’s peril at the Brown Jug—The Landlady's warn 


' ward; “IT thank you for your warning, however, 


Whate 
* Devil knows, except you have ’peached or got 


and shall avoid them. can be their motive ?” 


) 


into a passage way from a smal! comfortable room, 


which he knew must be the “little back purlor,” 


} some secret they would rather have the sole keep. } 


hostess Southack. But who was his guide, 


who had made herself known only by one of the 








} ing—Hetty Bell—the Promise— Mr. Fink, ef Chatimm street ing on.” swectest voices he had ever heard, and was now 

aUtonesiatemnet—feenting wah on ob Coney Cheer Ste “I can guess, IT think,” said Hayward, remem- no where visible 2?” 

} When Hayward reached the Brown Jug it was | bering Red Fred’s close interrogations in reference While wondering at this little spice of romance, 
already twilight. ‘The dingy lamp at the entrance | to the robbery of the Aricl; “I have a secret of ; Dame Suuthack entered from the tap, and quickly > 
; of the lane, on the corner of which the inn stood, | theirs, I now feel assured, and they apprehend dis- | closed the door behind her, and bolted it. She $ 
was already lighted, and a glare through the dusty | Covery. I ain sorry to have to go from your house, smiled, but scemed perturbed as she saw him, and 
| panes in the window of the tap-room, showed him just as I find in you a friend.” ; said hurriedly : 
that Dame Southack had trimmed her lamps for “You need’nt go. Just step out doors and go } * You did well to take the cellar, for Red Fred 
the evening orgies of Bacchus, that were nightly down the cellar, and you will come to a Gight of ; got ‘up as you we nt out, and swore I had been 
} held there. As he surveyed the wretched premises, | Steps that lead into my back parlor, I'll go and | talking with you at the door, and sending you off. ; 

he certainly felt that he had got into very disrepu. : uulock the inner door for you. Stay here, and I'll | The other jumped up at this, and both rushed out | 

table lodgings ; but when he thought of his meagre find out what their intentions are, and what they | after you. One has taken the street and the other 
, \ purse, he resolutely opened the door and entered. | are afraid of.” the lane. @ou are safe here! Oh, I hope the 
} ‘ . . . ’ rn . . . : ° . - , ? 
} The hostess’ quick black eye fell upon him as he * Hullo, there, dame Betty ! are you flirting at Lord will remember this good turn I have done 
' { came in, and he saw that she gave him a warning | your age behind a blind with a customer, hey? for you when my poor Bill gets inio a scrape !” ; 
and cautionary gesture, while her glance was turned called Fred, in a loud, coarse tone ; ‘* come, come } ‘ There is no doubt your goodness will meet its i 
{ in the direction of the box where he had sat with | give me and my comrade here another pint of true » reward, good dame ; but pray who was my invisi- $ 
Red Fred the night before. His eyes followed hers, blue Jamaica. We have got money—gold and — ble guide through the cellar?” } 

} and he started at seeing this personage there, half | Silver by the gallon, as you measure pot beer. “Oh, that was my niece, [Hetty Beli: a nice } 
concealed from view by the faded curtain, in close | Come, bear a hand, bear a hand!” child she is too! 1 have to keep her out of sight in 
conversation with another person, whose foot and} “ Now go and you will find the back parlor door | such a dangerous place for young girls #s my 
| hand only were visible; but they were enough to open,” hurriedly suid the hostess, quitting him and » house is. Red Fred has seen her, and I had es 
show that he belonged to a better cluss than his entering her bar. : lief the horned Satan had laid eyes on her. That 
} companion. Hayward hesitated an instant, and he left the : is what he keeps skulking about here for! But 
Surprised at the look of kind warning that the | {4p-room, He paused on the sidewalk, and delib. | Hetty is a good girl, and minds me, though she is § 
{ hostess had given him, and wondering what there erated whether it were not better to leave so dan. } something wild. I told her not to be seen by you, | 
, 1 was in him, or his fortunes, that could awaken an | gerous a spot altogether, and seck other lodgings, ' for she’s too pretty, if she is my blood, to be too > 
; interest in her iron bosom, he returned her a glance than remain in the vicinity of assassins, and under } common. But you may see her while I'm hese. 
| of gratitude, and retreated behind a venetian sereen, _ the doubtful protection of Dame Southack. But;  “ Hetty?” | 

placed on the inside before the door, to prevent pas- - Wayward was no coward—on the contrary, he had; A door opened from an inner sleeping room, at 
} { sors by from secing who was within when it was | 4 spirit that courted, rather than shrank, from dan- ‘ her cell, and a young, blooming girl of sixteen or 
{ opened. Red Fred had not seen him; yet May-) ger- He felt a curiosity to know more about the ' seventeen, made her appearance. Her hair and 
; { ward had no particular reason for avoiding him, parties in the box, and what motive they had in ; brows were black as a raven’s wing, and her eye ; 
} {| save a repugnance for his companionship, and a de- conspiring against his life. Yet he half suspected dark, and full of fire. She was a neat, round fig- 
cided dislike for his physiognomy. He therefore re. that he knew the truth. ‘ure, with a charming bust and small waist. Her } 
} solved to leave the bar-room and stroll about until he His bundle was in Dame Southack’s charge, } look was demure, but qualified by a playful smile. 
; had left. His hand was upon the door, for this pui- and as he had found a friend in her, he finally re. She looked like a girl who was graceful and beau- 
pose, when Dame Southack came through anopen. | Solved to follow her directions. The cellar was ; tiful, in spite of no edueation, and of evil circum- 

ing in her bar, and touched hiin upon the shoulder : durk, and he descended with care and suspicion, ; stances, with a @isposition of great good humor, 

’ * Young man, if you have any regard for your crossed the stone floor, and was looking for the ; united to pussions ef the strongest character; a | 





life keep out o’ the way o' Red Fred. He, and 


+ that other in the box with him, are here just wait. 


\ ing for you. I over heard them talking about you, 
land the stranger swore he would have your life. 


'You know best who you have angered. I see you 


stairs, to ascend, when a door was thrown open ! 


at his right, and the pleasant voice of a young girl 


bade him follow her. Surprised and more confident, 


of feelin 
> to be 


| he approached the spot and found a door open at 


the foot of a flight of stairs ; 


but he could see no : 


woman whose cureer would be marked by strength 
g.and wild impulsive passions! A girl 
loved, 

} , t 
not to be trnsted where her love was crossed, or © 
her jealousy awakened. 


and to love again, strongly, but one 7 
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Hayward regarded her, at first, with admiration, } 


and then with a look of pity. 
sce a face and figure which nature had made to 


He was pained to— 


adorn society, degraded by such associations, among | 


It was one of 
those faces, he feit, which would one duy be the 
curse of its possessor. 

* She isa uice girl, Hetty,” said Dame Southack, 
admi.ingly. 


which her hfe had been passed. 


“You sce I do you a favor!—-Red 


Fred, aye, and many a one his better, would give 


a handful of gold to be in the same room with my | 


Hetty. But she's a wise girl, and always does just 
as I'd have her. Now, miece, get a cup of coffee 
and a roll, for the gentleman; L must look after 
the bur.” 

With these words she left the room. 
his surprise, he saw her bolt the doot after her aunt, 
and then secure the door leading to the cellar. Be- 


ask her for explanation of this mysterious conduct, 
she tipped lightly towards him, with her finger 


Hayward | 
. ‘ 
turned round to speak to the young girl, when, to 


; you take the outh. 
, like your spirit. 


pluced on her lip in sign ef silence, and taking hum | 


by the hand, led him to a seat, and placed herself 
beside him. 


full in the face. 
* Henry Hayward,” he answered, smiling at the 
placid way of addressing hii. 


* You came passenger in the Ariel, from Boston, 


and were witness toa piracy on buard?” she asked, } 


rapidly. 
** Yes.” 


“ What are you?” 


* A poor Student, thrown upon the world to seek | 


my fortune.” 


** ° ‘ ‘ . ‘ 
* You are like to find it at the knife's pont. - 


You were in company here with a yOgps man lust 
night.” 
’ 5 . 

“He was a stranger to me, if you mean he they 
call Red— 


* [lush !” she exclaimed, putting her han 


told him: you were witness of the piracy !” 
“TI did. 


“© It matters not what be is. 


Is he one of the pirates ’” 
He has 


You are no whicre safe. 


threatened 


ry 


your life. Ie will scent 


you out like a blood hound! You ean be 


nowhere from his purpose of murder.” 


secure 
How know you this! How is it you are so fu- 
iniliar with Lis purposes ?” asked Hayward, lovking 
with suspicion of treachery upon her dack, beav'iful 
face. 

* {t matters nothing to you. Your life is forh ited. 
Yet I cun save you.” 

* How.” 

“ Promise—nay, swear to me that you will never 
reveal to any one your knowledye of that piracy, 
nor recognize, if you see them again, any one wiw 
was concerned in it.” 

“IT have no motive in exposing it. IT am,” he 
continucd, recklessly, “ a wanderer, with as much 
as I can do to look after myself and iny own for- 
tunes, without meddling with other men's of tira. 
If the laws have been broken, let justice look to it. 
I have had so little justice fiom the world myself, 


I care little for ber interesis. But why this oath, 


pretty one?” 
“ For your own safety. Will you ewear ?” 
“If you wish it.” 


The girl smiled, and went to the cellar door, 
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where had been heard a light tapping, and called 
softly — 
* Frederick, you may come in! He is here!” 
Sbe removed the bolt as she spoke, and the in- 


dividual, called Red Fred,” came quictly into the | 


rooin. 
Hayward's first thought, on hearing her words 
to him, were treachery ; and his first act was to 


step back and sieze a short harpoon slung in the | 


beckct over the mantel picce. 


Hetty at the same time whispered iv the intru- | 


der’s ear. 


‘ 
‘ 


| 
| 


** So, young sir, you may as well put up your | 


weapon in its beecket again,” said Red Fred quietly. 
* The girl tells me you are willing to swear not to 
expose what you know about the matter of the 
Ariel. I have been waiting for you all day, and 


. profits out of you. 


would have put ny pie iuto your heart, to secure | 
) the silence of your tofguc, but for this wench who 
fore he could divine the cause of this precauticn, or | 


plead for you this norning, and promised to make 


You are a likely fellow and I 
You shall be one of us.” 


* flush, Fred! Let him swear, and then leave 


| hitin to pursue an honester life than thine,” said the 


cirl, quickly. 
“ What is your name ?” she asked, looking him 


“Tf 1am to save my life by an oath, extracted 


froin me for fear of an ussassin’s blade, I refuse to 


{take it,” said Hayward, firmly. 


, 
aon, 
his mouth,” no matter what they cali him. You 


* Refuse! repeated the bravo, drawing a knife 


; and brandishing it before his eyes. 
*T am not to be intimidated,” answered the stu- 


dent, with resolution, “ So far as 1 can learn, you 


} brig, iu which I was passenger; and now, lest I 
should recognize some one of you on shore, you 
menace my life.” 

* You have it masier, as regular as print,” ans. 

wered Red Fred, winking at the young girl. 
; * Farther, you agree to take my oath of secrecy, 
} and forbear to molest me.” 
{ A priest wouldn't have said truer.” 

‘“ Now then we understand one another. 
tuke no oath!” 


I sh sll 
* Then by heaven, you shall die! Forty gallant 
fellows are not a.going to swing, for the paltry lile 
of a ragamuffin student.” 

As Fred said this, he approached Hayward with 
his uplifted knife. 
hand. 


“ Nay, Frederick, take his word! 


The girl, however, caught his 


He will give 
that,” she implored. 
* Yes, I will pledge my word freely, for this 


young woman's sake, never to betray my knowl. 


edge of any person I may meet, or recognize who 
may have been concerned in this piracy.” 
* Take it, Frederick! 


to him an oath.” 


His word I um sure, is 


* Pshaw!’ ejaculated Red Fred, conten; tuously 
casting her from hin; “this is all very good in 
poetry, wench, but it don’t do where men's lives 
Yet Ll will take his word, for I be- 


will keep it. 


ure at st ike. 


leve b You proniuse not to betray 


- l do, : 


* Good! Give tne vour hand '” 


Hayward extended bis hand and grasped that 


of his late foe, who, with an oath, declared he was 


a devilish good fellow, und that be liked his spirit. 


Hayward smiled at the change in his friend's 


manner and hustile bearing, and feeling that he 


had nothing more to apprehend from the fears of 


au 


belong to the party of river robbers, who rifled a ° 


| gul—her evident collusion and intimacy with Red 


) asked Hayward, turning to her. 


the man, put up his harpoun, saying to him, in a \ 
carcless wuy, 

“ Pray, tell me how you knew I was here?” 

* Hetty here, the good girl, saw me running down 
the lane and culled to me.” 


“Was this after you vanished, on letting me in 7” 








** Yes,” she answered with a smile. 

* You were treacherous! So you brought me 
in to make me take the vath, and for Fred, here, to 
put me out of the way, if I refused. So this is 
the object of mine hostess’ hospitality, for of course, 
she is privy to it,” said Hayward, angrily. 

* No—the dume was only protecting a customer, 
by sending you here. She bad an eye to future 





Hetty, here, is in my confi- 
denee, and when I told her this morning that I 
had talked with you about the brig, and that you 
tiust be put out of the way, she promised to make 
you take an oath of secrecy. 





| 
' 
| 
Her mother, it | 
seems, also, overheard me talking with a comrade | 
in the box, and sent you here for safcty. So it has 
turned out all round as it should. Now, comrade, 
let us drink and be friends,” said Red Fred, thrust- | 
ing the stilette beneath his vest and out of sight. 
“If the world goes bad with you, seck out Fred 
Berry, and he'll show you a way to retrieve your | 
fortune.” | 
Vor the present, Hayward thought it best tohu- | 
mor his new ally, and following him through the | 
ecllar, greatly surprised as well as pleased Dame | 
Southack, by walking into the tap-room with him. | 
They drank together—Hayward just bringing | 
the glass to his lips and setting it down again ; and 
then Red Fred left the house on plea of important 
business. Llaving explained to Dame Southack’a 








satisfaction, except so far as Hetty’s agency was | 
concerned, the cause of his reappearance, he sat 

down to his coffee and roll. The conduct of the | 
Fred, as well as her influence over him—the ig. 


between them—her beauty and apparent guilt, | 
were all subjects of reficction, which, the more he 
thought upon them as he ate his humble meal, the 
But } 
the progress of their tale will unfold what to him, 
wus mysterious, touching the beautiful Hetty Bell. 

While he was sipping his coffee in his little nar. 
row box, where, now that there was no danger, the 


{ 

{ 

] 

) 

norance of the shrewd aunt, of any acquaintance | | 
more the whole puzzled and perplexed him. | 
' 

‘ 

| 


hostess set it for him, a person came abruptly into 
the tap-room, and by his quick, firm step, drew his 
aitention. He was tall, and carried himself well, 
if not haughtily. 


[lis figure was half concealed in | 
a brown wrapper, and a large fur cap notwithstand- 

ing the scuson, covered his brows, Ile approached ‘ 
the bar, spoke to Dame Southack, and then, as if 
satisfied with her reply, turned about and went 
out, exposing his side face to Hayward’'s gaze. 
five thought be had seen hiin before—the features, 
While he 


was cndexvoring to recollect where he had met him, 


uir, and general carriage were familiar. 


the hostess came to him and said in a cautious 
tone, ) 
* Do you know who that was ?” ! 
** No—yet I have seen the face.” 
“So you have,” she said in a suppressed yoice, 
and with a look of significant inystery. (4 
** Who is it?” “ 
“A gentleman,” was the dry reply of the old © 
woman, who feared ehe was going too far. 
’ 
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“ TIe is a pirate,” exclaimed Hayw: fri .- wGkt met net eee rt acai ae ea 
; “ P : , y ward, hal rise | eyes as if ™ was neur sighted. “Oh! dem! vale | | neck towards him as if he expected in him a cuss | 
oo now distinctly re:inember the face. , gar! I know the place,” he said with ineffable ; tomer. 
* Then the sooncr yuu forget it the better. Y e) . ans - 
‘ eo ok g ‘ “ er, ss | contempt. { “Are you Mr. Fink?” said Hayward satisfied 
aye sworn, Ked Fred tells me. utah nie! how ? se I hdd t Saw - , ' a r _ . 
ag Hetty and F . . the Wihsat is it? he saw before lim, bodily, the original of Mr. Syke’s ; 
has Hetty and Fred become acquaintes ? and I} ™ What! ‘tis a wholesale peddlery. Shouldst } portrait ' 
H a : : . 4 » port . , 
‘ watched her so clos ! y . r ; > ; 
pir es ' é. L. nt ely tuo! Yvt you say | thou go there, I would cut thee direct and instant!” } ‘* Yes, yes, I believe I'm Mr. Fink, when I'm ' 
she let him in! Ah, the girl! av 5 -} “Ish an } ” 
os as " ' girl I have long sus Is he an b mest man ?” } to hum,” repled the little thin anatomy, with a } 
ected something ! e¢ speak: agial , oe. »st 7” b sh 
Pt ‘TTP a u : sks to her again, ri | Llonest ?” re peated he scornful ly and dramati. } simmper and a smirk, and a bow affable, 
ive such information as will soon hu ve " } : 
& ‘ hi il . ; i a tale “fe oa. { “T received a note from you at ihe Express of- 
rip upon him, anc as much as teld hi = ps (ted: he'd pare a dead man's nail 1 Gan 99 ; fa a (f 
| i t! k I Id fi wid tim 6} And y las hi ‘wer ao mgr oft ' ; hice, continu d Henry, faintly 3 an 1 easting his } 
: vere the sakes she could first see hi: r | " : 5 jon pet apt, J -_ 
] 7 : ae first e ht n, or how u vest? Aye, he'd chest no man nor Le } eyes sround the gloo ny place, he shuddered lest he } 
she couid see anything in his gree eyes ad | more were git +e honesty und truth He bce Ln te hi } 
, . \ 4! a eyes, and red Thinks, that + mide rele -om i might have to make it his home. } 
head, and fire flame beard, to like, | can't s rn non chonid apt bree thage a deg, . woe t 
’ coma » Cant See, .. waste of guod provision, whi:h else might bring Ob, ah,” ejaculated Fink, drawing himself op} 
Jock her up, the ininx! he ready movey and the thrifiy penury. Aye . 3 ‘ Agragtk | 
’ Tl d t el ‘eloc) He isan hovest man, God help his honesty!" , ll he bent back ; and looking (lay ward fullin the} 
| 1c ensuing day at eleven «) clock t } 4 ! } : t ; 
' | ng y ven «clock, our hero What is his business !” asked the amused yet } face, he surveyed him through his spectacles let- } 
* was at the Express office ; but thre was no reply misgiving May ward i ting his gaze slowly descead over his person, to his 
> ; g thayward, $ ting his guze slowly desceu: w bis person, to his 5 
to his advertisement. He wandered! ab sity | a e : . j f : mon 4 
| night, brood - chee’ ec! about the city Bw. Io make money,” returned the other with a? fect. “Ifum! so you are H. th!" and Mr, Fink { 
until night, brooding upor igappoi sale ri “pu 
, | : 5 m tr as a his oe 8 untment, cal- | gesture of contempt. , looked with us mach contempton HU. HL ashe could } 
ing go often at the offic » the So is mip nt as ; 
: | ¢ mas ) r raha y to excite the; “Sois mine. I will go to him.” { bring to bear upon hia. Hamph!so you are I, 
smile of its inmates, ar come ¢ , ‘6. os ve : 
t ss ae nate >: rd to become angry with nand h will coin thee! ‘Thy garments, ; tH! Well, what can you do ?” } 
rimself, e returned tothe Brown Juy, at night irepatred will fall from off tiny Mesh ; ; 
> | it! ! 1 t Lill RF hints ‘Thy flesh. aorenewed from day to day, will quit "Tecan cheerfutly knock you down,” Hayward 
with a heavy heart, an: at ease wit! ow Thy shivering bones: ¢ se, lest th j ‘el } i Phi 
3 i y c hs ul at be ; pe 1 the world. yA oe Lewes Fw . - 4 lest thou shouldatsip = ¢ felt ike replying ; but he th yurhit of hia redaced 
e 3aw no more o etty or Red Fred, ; ) is Hands, he i Keep row sailteg purt ‘ . : ; 
‘ 6 . y Red red, and th With wires and rivets, add so keep ; purse; of his exacting hostess, and of his utter 
o une, carelus to exact fromm him payme f "Thee a skeleton clerk, no more ulking } ' ' ; 
‘ ame, : xact from him payment for ety e reo i or oy ¢ ~e atin, M destitution; 20 he called the philusopliy of necessity 
| lodgings and meals a3 he had thein, took no more SP RINNE REPORT TE | ‘ to his aid and answered qnictly . 
se : f : “ asi} eae fat wwortheol: . >: , a BIG OTK swere m0 ’ 
i | notice of him. At length, the seventh time the t will try him, neverthelkes. Comowith ine, ,, I can do almost anything to make myself use. + 
. as ife : ew: ” ; ad make nyse Ste + 
r next day, he called for an answer te his advertise- a8 [ ain quite ignorant of the way. ) ful !” 
. , Nu! Chatham-street is my abhorrence, sir! pace ry } 
met e for n the rack, : addressed “ ones aie - As satiety tee ' , 
1 nt, . 0 ind in the rack, a note addressed © H. fis Gilad with aieate of lena daanad quate “Oh, ah! you can! Well, Mr. HLM. Tsup- } 
é e took it down with trembling fingers, and And rings, and chaias and canes with heads of gold } } - : . . 
4 t : 1 | : ! a ae ¥: a. ton Which once did appertaia _ Oo uly pers na ir , ) pose you have a relerence, "and Mr. Pink pl iced 
it open. sad as follows : Th itt alk the . La Bek KS : 
6 } a v4 M a a read as fo ~ WS; . —~ witg - walk a ralone! Me » first voth hunds behind itu, crossed and spreading his } 
*If Me. U1. EL. will call at No.—, C huatn-stre: eft turning there, will bring thee hiubher. Now : , , - ° ; 
e | ‘ ni ' “ o.—, Chatham.strect, Friend and rasticn| goud mine! hast thou ) little legs astiide, as a man sometimes posta himself, 
\ eo may find employment.’ tne ee er oie Gal . . . ‘ 
| ; y ployment Aboot thee that men vulgar'y call cuia 1 ; back to a fire, and staring his in the face, waited } 
. With cager steps he hastened to find the address, ' “T have but little of that vulgar metal, good sir, his answer } 
: ao ut * te ‘ 
; and of the first person he met after leaving t! bat IT will share with you,” said Hayward, taking ‘ ” : . ; 
d st } - 1 met — le ving ic of ; ? ’ A | » taning ‘ Reference, rep? ited Hayward, taken quite by ; 
it fice he asked, without taking his eyes from the | from his pocket a sixpence, the ninth of all bit) oye nrise 
; : : e = J ‘ t,t Le } 
7 & paper, for Chatham-stree “ho livid: ad. money, and handing it to him. , ; a ; , 
| , 1g Pp , : eet. The individual ad Scene re | i : “Yes sir, reference, Mr. 1. 1. How do I 
ascd, siopp a ranks! said the w fty al re. 
| reas iopped, turned short around, and throwing af i vc other with a lo air, Te- «know bai you are a burglar, a robber, or what not, } 
it | himself into a tragic attitude, thus answered him:  Ccelving the moncy, > til urefer me to somebody about you. Suda | 
i : H ) Ci tne TO sane ‘yy avo Ou. suas ‘ 
} } * Art thou a stranger in the chy. sir, * When next we meet [ wil repay thee, oa bs ' oe 7 , 
ic That thou dost ask where lies ihe street Or, else call me coward {”’ } ind shavi gs. I might be mardered in ny ved, ' 
' Called Chatham —the paradise of Jews? “Stop, L will give y ny ) air 1% ! , ' . } 
7 - ao we : il give you my ecard, sir!" and the | or bave n ye teeth stolen. une P ' 
d Of Auctioneers of furniture, and old ware? e | / mi ee a ’ 1 th oay ly ¢ 5 Cc } SL 1 ( ne Mr. * tf. i 
>. The empire of ihree gilt bails, “universal genius ae the sixpence between ; your reference! ; 
. { Ant mart of cast off vest nents? Who art thou ? his teeth for want ofa ife P eke, drew forti ” M ame is IT yw Pa id If nry li 
e | Nay! I know thee now, my custical ! , kgs 2 : . «phon ¢ eh mY DAMS ts CoayWare, CBG TAPAIT, feeling ’ 
| What takes thee hither? Art thou short suspicious looking object, which was intended to ) his indignation rising. ; 
° And hast a ring, a bronch. a golden key-— wy 4 , 7 "1 ' eA ra om ‘ y . i 
eo } Last relic of some long pledged watch—thnt represent a wallet. ‘This he opened and took from * And that is what youcall referring to yourself, > 
Thou must bie with such great speed of foot one fi 3 CX > aT , -or ] hj in! j 1 ; 
; t ed of foo re of ils greasy and we!) worn rceeptacles a pledge suppose, Mr. Hl. replies i : c 
we | And earnestness of eve, to Chatham, and » 5 " ' = v ‘ pees I eae tr : H., st i Mr. Fink B, ith a 
it } Its golden bails? Speak! for thou art challenged !"* ticket and h inded it to Hayward, ; chackle at his own wit. ’ 
“ ff, “ » ani eee ta me 9, There, sir, is all the card th: > hy ft me ) r ° . ; 
Ny, | Before the universal gcnius had spoKkea the 7 bot the sign und ae af rewtne hers Mt ortune! } 3 I know of no one in the city to re fer to,” ans- | 
e = , ss is a . Pe al ate leans Fhe. oP: (Ges ay By Same eNe o . 4 ‘ | 
. firet line, [Wayward had looked up and recognized Thou + hy is Simpson's ticket—not Simpson wered Uayward, after running over in iis mind, } 
t j ‘lHlivence See ac } “0 There . OF ihe Pa nora Park box tieket— i ' ’ ' 
r | his Intelligence office acquaintance. There he Ret Gienson's, prince uf pawn-brokenn! My name Dame Southack, Hetty, and Red Fred, and even | 
om stood with the same rusty coat buttoned desperately > plage ayy Frederick Cooke Sykes, Esquire, {his late aequaintanee, George Frederick Cooke | 
} } At . ; aS Ce : ake! he dav of sweet redemption tur the ring ° ° , 
to | close to the chin and pants desperately stretched to | 1 pledged the:eru, hath long siace passed.” . Sykes, Naq. 
. . . ‘yr ; 
A | meet the top of his shoes hy narrow straps. As Hayward, with a fecling of eympathy that did * Then you won't do for me,” answered Fink | 
| he stretched forth his arm in his address, there was | honor to his heart, bade his tragie friend good | with @ sneer. 
' e . . . ° } . , ’ 
in |} visible beneath his arm a terrific wound in his coat ) morning, and hastened to answer the note, won- What would you think of paying a clerk, sir?’ 
1. | yawning horribly a ghastly smile at each elevated . dering on the way if the person who wrote to him “Pay! pay ?” repeated the little man hopping 
. : a . . . . aa = PY 
“d ‘ gesture. Hayward could not help laughing at his | was, in truth, the eharacter Mr. Sykes had dru- | a foot high; “pay!” Why, what the d--l do ; 
it | appearance and felt in the loneliness of his situa. ! matically described him. He soon reached the © you think of yourscif? [should give youabedin 3 
at tlon, a acgrec of preasure inp me ling with one number designate od. It wasat all, narrow strueture | the loft and a meol as often cs I ate one, Wilh all 4 
» | { whom hehad ever seen before. Tobe surehisnew } of wood, old and tumbling to pieces. The frout | my cast off garments.” 
‘, acquaintance’s wardrobe was not very creditable, | was hung with clothing, furniture, bedding, strings Hayward cast a rueful eye to the loft, a pitifal 
10! but [ayward did not know how soon, so far as that | of crockery, old keys and a miscellaneous wssort. glance at Mr Fink's shrunken abdomen, and a } 
a } was concerned, they might become par nobile : ment of odds and ends of cast off house-keepings, | look of prophetic woe at the thread-bare coat he 
, o - Tae . “T f ° : . ; 
an | Sratrum. So he repeated his inquiring for the | The walk was blocked up with stoves, tables, cots, fad on, and sighing while he smiled, he turned 
No. on his paper. kettles, tin ware, &c. Ke. The door was low and slowly on his heel and Ieit Mr. Fink to seck a clerk 
“ What wouldst thou in Chatham-street, my rns. | dark and seemed to give entrance to a cavern of ' otherwheres. 
tical?” demanded the other with a patronizing air. | oid elothes. Ile hesitated to enter ; but finally re- “ Yes, what shall T do he repeated a hundred 





“IT have advertised, good sir, for business, and ) solved to know the worst. Behind a counter stood | times to himself as he walked slowly up Chathaia. 


having first got this reply, hasten to the writer,” a slender, thin, and very litthe man, about forty etreet. LT have but five shil rs ia the world and 


2 

” 4 5 ° ° ‘ ° 7 

* Let me see,” and the gentlem in with the hor- | years of age, in white iron spectacles, burnishing to morrow I shall be penniless I cunnot even ad- At 
tid gash beneath his arm, took the paper daintily | up the knob of a door, His restless, grey eye fell vertise again. What a situation is mine, Inendless, og 


between a thumb and finger and held it up to his upon Hayward aa he entercd and he etietched bis houseless, workless, an noneyless, "9 a great city! 
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Alas, my father, my poor misguided father! God 
forgive you, and forgive my bitter thouglits against 
you.” 

He walked along with his head depressed and 
his forehead bent low towards the ground, medita- 
ting what course to pursue, to keep himself from 
starving and secure a shelter to his head, now fully 
satisfied of a fact which had not before occurred 
to him, that he could get no reputable employment 
without a respectable reference. Suddenly he felt 
a hund laid upon his arm. Looking up, he saw 


beside him a fashionable dressed young gentieman, | 
with long, brown bair waving upon his shoulders, | 


a mustache adorning his lip, and with a geld headed 
stick and white kid gloves. A massive gold chain 
was hung froin his neck across a green velvet vest, 
and from a slender chain, of finger metal, dangled 
an eye glass. His form was slight and clegant.— 
His eye was very large and piercing, but his face 
bore an air of recklessness that marred the beauty 
of his handsome features. 


* Se—you are sad, sir,” he said in a tone that 


‘ o . . t 
went to Hayward’s desolate heart, for its kindness | 
Surprised to be thus ad- | 


and ready sympathy. 


dressed by a stranger whose condition, so far as the 
y 5 


superfiuities of life went, evidently was so different | 


from his, he nevertheless smiled and replied— 

“Something sad, sir. But you have probably 
mistaken nie for some one clse.” 

“ No, you are Henry Huyward, are you not?” 
he usked in a frank way that at once dicw a reply 
in the affirmative. 

* Well, lL knew Lhad my man. 
have met before.” 


You and I 


“ Where,” inquired Hayward, surveying his fea- 
tures with a slight consciousness of recognition. 

“ Not where you think—but come along with 
me and you shall know. 
for a private conversation between two old feliow 
students !” 


“Ha! 


I know you now! Tt is Morris 


~ ” : { 
Graeme!” cried Hayward between pleasure at meet. | 
. ~ . . . 
ing an old college acquaintance and suspicion at | 


some recollection associated unpleasantly with the 
recognition.” 

* You know me, I find notwithstanding the 
time and change. 
of the past.” 

Hayward would have shrunk from his invilatior 
from sume secrel cause or other; but feeling his 


own destitution and his need of friends, and willing - 
to fly to any society for relief from the pairful | 
thoughts which weighed down his spirits when | 
Morris Greme met him, be suffered him to take / 


his arm. 

Gieme Iced him some distance down a cross 
street, talking lightly w.th him upon various sub. 
jects and finally stopped in a narrow lane before a 
low door with a pent house roof projecting above it. 
Although the middle of the afternoon, the pave 
was silent, and the wretched houses about seemed 
uninhabited. The court was dark and narrow, 
and bounded on the side opposite to where they 
had stopped by 


 bigh brick wall. The fashiona- 


ble costume, and chains of gold of Morris Greme | 


were ill assorted with the scene around him. The 
place seemed entirely strange to Hayward, vet he 
thought it wes not far from the Brown Jug. 
ris knocked once heavily with his stick, not against 
the door, but the beam above it, which returned a 
peculiar ringing and prolonged sound. After a 


°o >< 
id a 


This street is too public | 


Cowe with me and lect us talk | 


Mor- | 


' town?” 














from within, and opened by a very old and decrepid ‘ know so much about me ?” 
African. “ It requires no necromancy to tell you much 
inore—that you lodge at the Brown Jog, and are 
without money, and are puzzling your brains to 
know what to do to kecp soul and body from taking 


leave of each other!” 


Without interchanging a word with the negro, 
the young man motioned to Hayward to follow, 
and preceding him through an obscure passage up 
a flight of steps to a long gallery. ‘This he trav. 
ersed to its extremity, and entered a door that led 
into @ spacious room, in the centre af which were | no need of disguise,” said Hayward, frankly.— 
' two billiard tables. The room was deserted. ) * How you have got your information, I cannot 
{ “Where do you lead me, Morris?” demanded , conceive.” 
| Hayward, stopping as he saw him approach a door ‘I knew you were in the city only yesterday, 
on the opposite side as if to pass throagh it. and | have been seeking you ever since you left the 

“Come, and I will show you,” he said, smiling, , Brown Jug to go to the Express office.” 

, throwing it open and displaying to him an apart- “ And did you know this too?” 

ment gorgeously furnished with crimson curtains “ You told it to Dame Southack—and what a 
' descending from the ceiling to the floor, marble | woman knows is not apt to rust for want of telling.” 
pier tables, velvet ottomans, and gilt satin chairs “ And you know the hostess of the Brown Jug ?” 
| and costly girandoles ; with a profusion of paintings ** 1 called there for you,” answered Greme eva- 
and statuary. sively.” 

; 


“ You know all I know of myself, and there is 


Hayward started back astonished at the unex. “Do you know that daughter or niece of hers? 
pected sight and stood surveying the sumptuous | She is a singular girl.” 
room with incredulous surprise, so great was the | 
contrast from the rude apartments he had just 
/ passed through. 
“Why do you hesitate, man?” demanded , 
| Greme. “ ‘This is my home and I welcome you to } 
i it.” 


a 


“She is a singular girl! You have seen her 
then?” asked Morris with interest. 

* Only once. What connection has she with 
the fellow they call Red Fred?” 

Greme smiled and was silent ; and then replied, 


“You may know, possibly, more by and by. 
| Hayward’s awakened suspicions were now con- | What do you do with yourself to-day ?” 
firmed ; but he had no friends and so he clung to | 
» Morris Graeme for the relief which friendship affords. 
' After entering and surveying the rich apartment, 
| he walked to the window and was about to put 
/ aside the closely drawn curtains to look out into 
' the street upon which it fronted, when Morris po- 
| litely detained his hand and quietly removed the 
i fold of drapery from his grasp. 


Hayward was at a loss to answer. An_ indefi- 
' nite idea that he must do something, and that speed- 
ily, floated through his mind; but what he was to 


do he was puzzled w tell, Grame seemed to divine 


his perplexity, and said, 

“ Well, go with me.” 

“ Whither ?” 

“ You will see by and by,” said Morris with a 
reckless and important air as if he did not like the 


“Pardon me, Harry ; but { have wine waiting | 

; here, and you must pledge ine ;” and he led him to 
a sideboard in a recess which ylittered with decan- , 

: ters filled with various rich wines. 


suspicion which the question conveyed. 

“ Nay, Morris Greine,” said Layward, firmly ; 
} “Tam poor and have as you conjecture, left Mar- 
“1 am bewildered,” said Hayward, passively 
‘receiving the wine glass he placed in his hand; , 
; TI can scarcely believe I am not in a dream.” 
! 


vard on account of my poverty, yet | cannot be 
blindly led into crime.” 

“Crime!” repeated Graeme, with a light laugh ; 

“Let us drink to our meeting,” suid Greme, 
without seeming to hearhim. ‘ Pledge me, Harry.” /  *T remember you were expelled from college for 

Hayward filled his glass and drank. ‘The wine , a crime, and came to New York. 
/ was Burgundy, and delicious : and he was easily Recent 

persuaded to take another glass to—* The Hails | events have confirmed my suspicions that you are 
of Old Uarvard.” fa” 

Gieme now threw himself at full length on an | What?” demanded Greme in a slow and low 
ottoman afler having seen Hayward seat himself, | tone. 
and in a careless tone said, 

* So, Hayward, you have left Cambridge without 
| a diploma, as well as myself.” 

* How did you hear of it?” asked Henry with a | in which U eame passenger.” 
quick flush of shame as if his father's crror bad | 
become his own guill. 


“poh! Harry, you are preaching.” 


I have heard 
strange stories of your subsequent career. 


**Nay—I may be wrong. But I firmly believe 


I saw you one of the foremost in a party of ama- 
} teur freebooters who boarded aad robbed the brig 


} 
) 


Morris Greme pleasantly smiled at this charge, 
' . 

twitled his moustache and then laughed aloud. 
‘** There needs no greater proof than your being | 


“Truly, Hayward, you have a good memory. 
| here in New York during term time, and wearing 


I was not there, nor could you have seen me there, 

a Harvard coat something the worse for service,” 
answered the other with affected carelessness while 

his searching glance was scanning every line and 
' lineament of Hay ward's face. 


, therefore. You have your head filled with pirates, 

} and look upon every honest man you meet as one. 
But, nevertheless, I have been this day seeking you 

; about that very affair of piracy. 
True,” replied our hero half angry that his poy- | 

erty ulready had « tongue to speak so openly for 

, itself. 

“ You have just arrived—tliree days ago—in a | 


, brig from Boston ! 


Another time, 
Will you lodge and 


live with me while you are in town? 


however, will serve as well. 


Hayward declined. 


** Well, well; I sce you have no confidence in 
continned Morris in the same ' me. 


I will confess I am something free in my 6 
tone of seeming independence. “ Llow do you like | mode of life ; but poverty and want, such as you ‘ 


| are on the verge of, drove me to it. You will yet 


Oe Ne se caiieeemmecemeeenemneenen neem neem eee eet ee ee ee 


REPOSITORY. 
( moments delay, the low oaken door was unbarred { “I have seen but little of it. But how is it you 
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; comme to it or starve, mark me, Hayward! What 
has the world, or society or the laws done for you 
that you should be their slave and die of hunger 
and perish for want of skelter, rather than break 
your chains and live! Come, you are poor, friend- 
less, and have a feud with mankind and with for- 
Ere the fickle jade goad you to despuir, 
Frankly and freely I am one 


tune! 
act while you can! 


made footballs of, as she is making of you, until 
they kicked her in turn. They are now free cav- 
Come 


What has the wo:ld given 


aliers and have neither sorrow nor care. 
and join yourself to us. 


Unite with us and you shall share equally with us. 
These rooms shall be yours and gold shall be at 
your will!” 

“'Tempt me not, Morris Graeme,” cried Hay- 
ward bitterly ; “tempt me not! I confess I am 
poor, and have little but despair and hopeless mis- 
ery before me! Yet | am a man, and never will 
consent to war against, and prey upon my species. 
Let me depart and leave me 
to my own sud fortune.” 


Say no more to me! 


“ Be it so, Hayward,” said Greme kindly ; and 
going to the rear door by which they entered with 
him he suffered him to depart, adding—“* Now 
Harry, if the world go hard with you, and Fortune 
turn her back, remember the offer I have made 
you. Here you shall always find a home by 
knocking once at the bar above the gate. I need 


not remind you that IT depend un your honor for | 


secrecy us to what you have discovered this after- 
noon.” 

Hayward shook his friend's hand with a warmth 
of feeling he was himself surprised at; but he was 
, from principle, with the only 
farniliar fuce he liad seen in the Metropolis. 
wild and 
reckless Morris Greeme !" he said, as he walked 
slowly away ; “ 


voluntarily parting 


* And _ this, then, is the course of the 


and have I listened to his tempta- 


tion! Have I, Heury Hayward, deliberated 
whether to join league with frecbooters or not! 
Yes! I felt the temptation! I felt my wrongs 


plead for this sacrifice of honor! Oh God! 
tect Yet, whut will be the issue 
of my present destitute condition ! 


pro- 
and defend me! 
If I am driven 
to this at last, be the guilt on the heads of those 
whose weak and wicked ambition to make me a 
gentleman, huth driven me forth a houseless wan- 
derer upon the free and beautiful earth which God 
has given for man’s heritage !” 


[To be Continued. | 


Wis GELLANY. 


INNOCENCE AND CRIME. 


AN ANECDOTE, 





A penevo.ent old gentleman—the late Mr. Har- 
court Brown, of Beech Hall—was plodding his 
home to his hotel from a ramble in the su. 
bold at- 
soon found himself in a 


way 
burbs of London; and, having made a 
tempt at ‘fa short cut,” 
maze of squalid streets, leading one into the other, 
and apparently leading nowhere else. He inquired 
his way in vain. 
from another, a look of vacant stu. 


He 


Stepped with one foot into several wretched little 


a course jest : 


pidity ; a third eyed him in dugged silence. 


rOOoO\-— 


. . 
~T 
- —— 





of a party of clever young fellows whom fortune | 
, to show Mr. Brown the way. 


you that you should be honest and virtuous for it? | 


—— a 


A 


' glossiness, pretty features; and, 


RO I I 


Fromm the first person he received | 
(his silk 


alxo his silver-gilt snuff box, filled with rappee only 
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yond the next street or alley, except one man, 


‘ dewter in tripe, of a strange earthly color, otf 
- called out over his shoulder, 


* Oh,” you're miles out of your way ?” 

The only exception to the general indifference, 
rudeness and stupidity, was a thin, sallow-cheeked } 
man, who had a fixed smile on his face, and spoke 
in rather an abject cringing tone of obsequiousness | 
and even walked up one street and down a second 
But it soon became 


‘evident that he knew nothing about the matter, 


and he slunk away with the same fixed unmeaning | 


In this state of affairs Mr. Brown buttoned up 


i 
{ 
‘ 
j 
( 
) sinile. 


his coat and manfully resolved to work his way out | 


of this filthy locality by walking straight forward. 


) 
Trudging onward at a smart pace, the worthy } 
gentleman presently heard the sound of sobbing | 


and erying, and behind the boards of a shed at 
the side of a ruined hovel he saw a girl of some 


her hands in a paroxism of grief and apprehension. 

“Oh, what shall 1 do?—what shall L do?”— 
sobbed the child. 

She started with terror as Mr. Brown approached, 
and hid her head in the folds of her little apron ; but 
on being assured by the mild voice of Mr. Brown 
that he had no thought of hurting ber, she ventured 
to look up. 

She bad soft black eyes, flaxen hair of silvery 


the stain of tears down a cheek which had a smear 
of briek dust upon it, had a must innocent and pre- 
possessing face. 

“What is the matter, my little girl?” inquired 
Mr. Brown. 

The child turned one shoulder half around, and 
displayed the red and purple marks of blows from 
a _ or stick. 


‘What crucl wretch has done this!” asked Mr. / 


B. “Tell me, child; tell me directly.” 
sobbed the child. 

“ Ah—I'm sorry tohear this. Perhaps you have 
been naughty ?” 


“It was mother,” 


* Yes, sir,” answered the child. 


not be naughty aguin. 
Come, tell me?’ 


What was your fault? 


“I shook it, sir: oh yes, it's quite true; I did | 


shake it very much.” 

** What did you shake?” inquired Mr. B. 

“*T shook the doll, sir.” 

“The doll! Oh, you mean you shook the baby ; 
that certainly was nuughty of you,” said Mr. 
Brown. 

“No, sir; it was not the baby I shook-—it was 
the doll; and I’m afraid to go home—imother will 
be sure to beat me again.” 

An impulse of benevolence led Mr. B's hand to 
search for his purse. 

Had he tried the wrong pocket! 
on the other side. 
this inner pocket. 

* Where is Mr. B's purse ? 


His purse was 
No, it was not—it must be in 


It is not in any of 


| his pockets! He tries them all over again. And 
his pocket book! chiefly of memorandums, but 


also having a few bank notes, this is gone, too, and 


handkerchief—both his handkerchiefs! 


} five minutes before he left the hotel this morning— } 
shops ; but the people seemed to know nothing be- | he is certain he had it before he came out—but it i 


Ale tlt 


were all empty. 
nine or ten yeurs of age, clasping and unclasping | 
/and several other faces of men whom he had cas- 
ually noticed in the course of the last half hour, 
, thinking what a pity it was that something could 
; not be done for them. 
it was a very great pity that something had uot 


 greeable adventure, it chanced that Mr. B. was 
notwithstanding | 


| the wards, the voice of a child sobbing attracted 


, of the most crowded thoroughfares. 


{ aud cruel treatment at home. 
* Poor child,” ejaculated Mr. B. ; “ but you will | 


a still more savage assault. 


, replied the Governor. 


> . . ° 
, cording to the mind and temper of the instructor.” 
‘ 


perfeetion must 





is certainly gone !—Every single thing he had in’ 
his pockets is gone. 





Mr. B. looks 
around him, and yonder he sees the poor child fiy- 
ing with frequent looks behind of terror, and now 
a shrill and frightfui voice causes hii to start. 
Turning in that direction, the sudden flight of 
the little girl is immediately explained. Over the 
rubbish and refuse at a swilt, wild pace—courses 


The child also—uow she is gone ! 


a fiendish woman with a savage eye and open 
mouth, her cheeks hollow, her teeth projecting, her 
thin hair flying like a bit of diseased mane over her 
half naked shoulder; she has a stick in her hand, 
with which she constantly threatens the flying 
child, whom her execrations follow yet more swiftly 
than her feet. 

Mr. B. remained watching them till they were 
out of sight. 

He once more searched all his pockets, but they 
He called to mind the man with 
the fixed smile on his hollow cadeverous check, 








He now began to think that 











already been done for them, or with them, for they 
had certainly “done” him some. Poor Mr. Brown! 
Some six or seven inonths after this most disa- 

















' going over the prison at Coldbath Ficlds, accom- 
"panied by the Governor. As they entered one of 





In answer to his en- 
the Governor informed him that it was a 
child of about eleven sumtners who had been de. 
tected in the act of picking a lady's pocket in one 


the ear of our philanthropist. 
quiries, 


On a few kind words being spoken to her she 
looked up; and in the black eyes, glosey flaxen 
hair, and pretty features, Mr. B. at once recognized 
the little girl who had “ shaken the doll.” 

“ This child is an innocent creature !” cried he, 
turning to the Governor, ** the yietim of iguorance 




















I recollect her well. 
Her mother had beaten her most shamefully ; and 
the last glimp-e I had of her was in ber flight from 
And for what crime 












do you suppose ?” 

* For not picking pockets expertly, I dare say,” 
“Nothing of the sort!” exclaimed Mr. B.— 
* Would you believe it, sir; it was for nothing more 
than a childish bit of pretended anger with her doll, 
on which occasion she gave the doll a goud shuking. 
Mere pretence you know.” 

** My dear sir,” said the Governor smiling, “1 
fancy Lam right alter all. She was beaten for 
not being expert in the stady and practice of pocket 





picking at home. You are not, perhaps, aware, 
that the lesson consists in picking the pockets of a 
figure which is hung upin the room in sucha way 
that the least awkwardness of touch makes it shake, 
and tings a little bell attached to it. This figure 
is called the doll. the bell and 


shake it in emptying its pockets, are punished ac. 


Those who ring 


* Good heavens!” cjxculated Mr. B. “to what 
the art be Then it is 

The sallow gentleman with the ' 
fixed smile must have been master of the craft of | 


GC 


bro't! 


all accounted for. 
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not shaking the doll, when he took my purse, pock- 
et-book, snuff-box, and both handkerchiefs from 
me without my feeling so much as the motion o! 
the air!’—Household Words. 
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“TAKE TIME BY TILE FORELOCK.” 





Tuene is a mighty difference between going be- | 


fore and behind—between pulling and being pul. 
led. He who takes time by the forelock gocs be- 


fore and helps the draft—but the man who docs | 


not, is like a horse tied to the tail end of a cart, 
pulling back with all his weight. ‘Time is a stur- 
dy beusi, and steady to the drafi—he will drag 
along the heaviest sloggard that snores and nods : 
but what a figure a man makes, tied by the head 
to Apollo’s chariot! The drone awakes in the 


morning—looks at the sun—“* O, it is only an hour | 


high,” down he lays his head. 


flies disturb him—they light on his face and buz | 
about his cars,as much as to say, gel wp, you | 
He brushes off the little busy moni. | 


lazy fellow. 
tors, swears at them, covers his face, or darkens 
the room—then sleeps in quiet. At length his bones 
ache—he shifts sides and tries hard to lie easy, but 
all will not do: by the middle of the forenoon he is 
forced to leave his bed—he rises up on end—he 
scratches his head—he gapes—alter much ade, 
the man is upand dressed. He gets his breakfast, 
and then has an dour or two for business befvure 
dinner. 
his business drags heavily after him 
chant? Customers call before he is up, and go 
away as they came. One good bargain after an- 
other lost, while the man is snoring. Is 
ehanic ? His apprentices fullow his example—they 
doze away the morning, or get up and loiter about. 
Work is not done, or it is ill done, and the man 
loses his custom. Is he a farmer? While he is 
in bed, the sun warms the air, and dries the earth. 


he a me- 


He loses the benefit of plowing the earth with the | 
dew on, or cutting the grass when it is moist and | 


euts easy. Sometimes his cattle break into a field 


of corn and destroy the crop, while the drone is } 
rolling from side to side, to ease his bones, or brush- } 


ing off the flies which interrupt his sleep. Is hea 
public officer ? He is everlastingly hurried, so that 


he can not do any business. 


. ’ 
call again,” is his answer to every man who wants } 


business done. Do you want a paper or a copy, 
*“O,1 can’t attend to it now, you must cull 
again.” Such a man never takes lime by the fore- 
lock.” 
— 25D @ Cato — 
THE PROMPTER. 
“| J told you so,” said the old woman; “I knew 
the cow would eat up the grind stone, for she smelt 


of it more than a week ago.” Careful soul, why 


did she nut remove it? What a wise man is this | 


I! Ile foresees all evils and tells when and how 
they will happen. He warns every one of every 
misfortune that ever falls upon him, after the mis- 
chief is all done, he struts and says with a boas- 
ting superiority, J told you so, though perhaps he 
never said a word about it, until the thing hap- 
pened. 


had better hang it up in the buttery or in the cel. 
lar—he does not know whether the heat above 
stairs, or the damp air below, is most injurious to 
fresh meat—finally he puts it in the buttery —his 


‘ 


| Coo 


RR Ree 


In summer the ! 


The man is dragged along by time, and ) 
Is he a mer- | 


“ Call another time, | 


It is warm weather—a man buys a quar. | 
ter of veal or mutton—he deliberates whether he | 
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wife knows nothing of this—but the next day the | 
) meat is spviled—the husband says, “ My dear, the 
neat is spoiled.” Where was it put?” says the 
good woman. ‘In the buttery.” “ Aye, I told | 
* My dear,” says the wife, | 


you 80,” says the wile. 
| one very pleasant day, not a cloud to be seen, “ I 
shall visit Mrs, sueh a one to day—will you come 
The hus- 


and drink tea and wait on me home ?” 


band pouts # hitthe—but the woman makes her vis. 
it—in the afternoon a shower comes over, and the 


earth is covered with water—in the evening the 
, Woman comes in, dipping with water—her hus- 
; band meets her at the door, exulting, Aye, I told 
you so, but you are always gossiping about. A 
young man is going to take a ride—it is fiue weath. 


er, and he thinks it useless to take a great coat— 
a shower comes upon him suddenly, and he gets 


| wet—he comes home at evening and is met at the 
, dor with this consoling address, I told you do, 
—  ) @ Cto-— 
MAKING AUGER HOLES WITH A GIM- 
LET. 
* My boy,” what are you doing with that gim- 
let?” said Ito a flaxen-haired archin, who was 


eee eee 


laboring with all his might at a piece of board be- 
fore him. “ Trying to make an auger-hole,” was | 
the reply, without raising his eyes. Precisely the 


business of at least two-thirds of the world: ma. 


king auger-holes with a gimlet. Here is young A. 
who has just escaped from the clerk’s desk behind 


the counter. 


He sports a moustache, his imperial | 
carries a rattan, drinks champagne, talks big | 
He | 

{ 


thinks he is really a great man; but every body 


about the profits of banking or shaving notes. 


around him sees that he is only “making auger- 
_ holes with a gimlet.” Miss C. is a nice, pretty girl, | 

and might be very useful, too, for she has intelli. 
' gence; but she must be the ton—goes to plays, | 
lounges on sofas, keeps her bed till near noon, im- | 
agines that she is a belle, disduins labor, forgets, or 
tries to, that her father was a mechanic, and all for 
what ? Why, she is trying to work herself into the 


belief, that an auger-hole can be made with a gim- 
} let! 
——> 8D ¢ Gato — 
FUNNY. 
Sam.—Mr. Snow, I wants to ax you a question. 
Snow.—Propel it, den. 


Sam.—Why ama grog shop like a counterfcit 
} dollar ? 
{ Snow.—Well, Ginger, I gibs dat right up. 
, hy: » 
| Sam.—Does you gib it up?—Kase you can't 
pass if. 
Snow.—Yah! Yah! nigga, you talk so much 
| ‘bout counterfeit dollars, jest succeed to deform me 
why am a counterfeit dollar like an apple pie ? 
Sam.—Oh! Idrap de subject, and doesn't know 
nothing "bout it. 

Snow.—Kasc it isn’t currant. 


Sam.—QOh, de Lord, what a niggar ! Why am 


ne ne nr ee 


your head like a bag of dollars ? 
} Snow.—Go way from me—whv am it? 
} Sam.—Kase there is no sense (cents) in it. j 
Snow.—Well, you always was de brackest nig- } 
| ger I ever seed—you will hab de las word. 
— 85D) @ Ct 0 — 
AN ENLIGHTENED FLOCK. } 


Ir is related of a worthy divine, whose field of , our folks have offered to do with Mexico; but 5 
} labor was situated not many hundred miles from { stranger, I'll just tell you one thing—I'll be d—d © 


Salem, that he preached politics to his congrega- 


tion for such a length of time that even the oldest 
church members forgot all about the gospel, and 


¢ ° . . 
fell into a profound ignorance with regard to creeds 


forme of worship, and church regulations. After 
the clergyman’s death, the elders of his flock went 


; to consult a celebrated divine about obtaining a 


Successor: 

* What is your creed?” asked the divine. 

* Our creed ?” 

“ Yes, your principles; what are they 7” 

* Oh, we are all Whigs but two.” 

“Tivean what is your platform, your church 7” 

“Oh!” exclaimed one, “that is principally 
oak |” 

— SD § Co — 
WILLIAM PITT. 

Pirt was tall and thin, with a gloomy, sneering 
expression. His language was cold, his intonation 
monotonous, his gestures passionlesa ; yet the lu. 
cidness and fluency of his ideas, and his logical 
reasoning, illuminated by sudden flashes of elo- 
quence, made his abilities something extraordinary. 
I saw Pitt, pretty often, as he walked across St. 


' James’ Park, from hia house, on his way to the 


king. George III. on his side, had perhaps just 


,; arrived from Windsor, after drinking beer from 


pewter pots, with the farmers of the neighborhood 
—he crossed the ugly court-yard of his ugly palace 
in a dark carriage, followed by a few horse guards, 
This was the master of the kings of Europe, as Give 
or six merchants are the masters of India. 

Pit, in a black coat and brass-hilted sword, 
with his hat under his arm, went up stairs, two or 
three steps at a time; on his way he only saw a 


| few idle emigres, and glancing disdainfully at us, 


passed on with a pale face and head thrown back, 


| This great financier maintained no order in his 
; own house ; he had no regular hour for his meals 


nor his sleep. Plunged in debt, he paid nothing, 


, and could not make up his mind to add upa bill.— 


A valet managed his household affairs. Ill-drea. 
sed, without pleasure, without passion, eager for 
power alone, he was nothing but William Pit.— 
Lord Liverpool took me to dine at his country. 
house, in the month of June, 1822; and on his 
way thither, pointed out to me the small house 
where died in poverty the son of Lord Chatham, 
the statesman who brought all Europe into his pay, 
and distributed with his own hande all the millions 
of the earth.—Memvirs of Chateaubriand, 
— 51D @ to — 
A CAPITAL ANECDOTE. 

Proressor Ristey, who is now in Italy, says 
that recently, when he was in Venice, an American 
evptain and an Englishman met at dinner. 

* You are an American, sir?” suid the English. 
man. 

“T reckon I am,” returned the captain. 

“ You have the name of being great warriors 7” 

* Yes,” said the Yankee, ‘* weshoot pretty well.” 

* But how is it youure so anxious to make peace 


| with Mexico?—this dues not appear much like 
; spunk.” 


so” 


* You ze an Englishman 7 
Yankee. 

“Yes,” replied the Englishman. 

“ Well,” said the Yankee, “ I don’t know what 


intcrrogated the 


| if we ever offered to make peace with you !” 
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6 «This home thrust at the Englishman ect the 
whole table in a roar of laughter. 


—o+D & Seto - — 


LIFES CHANGES. 
Tue transition from childhood to youth is not 
characterized by such strong mental changes as 
those which accompany the transition from youth 


and our companions, are to a great extent the same, 


what ruder and a rougher kind, they are stil! play- 
ed on the old spots —the village green, the ncigh- 
boring copse, the mill-steeam, and the old family 
parlor. 
those days which our parents, as well as the old 
schoolmaster told us, in so many grave lectures, 
were the happiest days of our life. We didi’t be- 
lieve a word of it all then ; to our minds it was a 
plain contradiction. 
all the long, bright summer days in an old school. 


ing whole pages of grammar, geography, and pro- 
pria que maribas, with the fuols-cap, 
more awful “ rod for the fool’s back,” in perspec- 
tive, and then to be told that these were the happi- 
est days of our life! Most willingly would they 
have forgone all these strange clements of bappi- 


our own way. 


fear, but become our own niusters, and go wither. 
soever we would, 
——- RD Pato — 
ANECDOTE OF A SINGER, 
Srowona Grassini, the great Italian singer, died 
afew nionths since at Milan. She was distin- 
guished not only fer her musicial talents, but also 


——— 





performed together at the ‘Tuilleries, 
“ Romeo and Juilet.” 
the third act, the Emperor Napoleon applauded 
vocifervusly, and Talma, the great tragedian, who 


and sang in 


ng te tal 


Atthe admirable scene in 


was among the audience, wept with emotion.— 


After the performance was ended, the Emperor 
centini, and sent Grassini a scrap of paper, on 
which was written, “ Good for twenty thousand 
livres. Narerecoy.” 

‘ Twenty thousand livres !” said one of her 
friends—*“ the sum is a large one.” 

* [t will serve as a dowry for one of my little 
nicees,” replied Grassini, quictly. 

Indeed few persons were ever more generous ten. 
der, and considerate toward their family than this 
great singer. 

Many years afterwards, when the Empire had 
crumbled into dust, carrying with it in its fall, 
among other things, the rich pension of Signora 
There 
another of her nieces was for the first time presen- 


a ee is 


Grussini, she happened to be at Bologna. 


ted to her, with a request that she would do some- 


{ 
4 
‘ 
{ 
} 


thing for her young relative. 
extremely pretty, but not, her friends thought fitted 
, for the stage, as her voice was feeble contralte.— 





\ Her aunt «sked her to sing; and when the timid 
ache had sounded a few * Dear child,” 
y said Grassini, embracing her, * you will not want 


notes. 


to manhood. Childhood seems to glide almost im- | 
perceptibly into youth ; our books, our associations | 


eee ne 





me to assist you. 


cotralio were ignorant of music. You have one of 





Those who called your voice a | 


the finest sopranos in the world, and will far excel 


meas a singer. ‘Take courage, and work hard, 


The young girl did not disappoint Ler aunt’s pre- 


} diction, She still lives, and her name is Giulic 
Grisi. 

— 38 @ Ceo — 
THE STRENGTH OF A KIND WORD. 


and if our games and amusements are of a some. | 


Our school.days, too, are not yet ended— | 


Some people are very apt to use harsh, angry 
words—-perhaps because they think they will be 
obeyed more promptly. 
and storm, though after all they are often only 
laughed at; their orders are forgotten, and their 


| ill-temper only is remembered. 


What! to be shut up daring | 


house, among broken forms and dusty books, learn. ; 


and still | 


It will do what the 
cannot do; 
due the stubborn will, relax the frown, and work 
wonders. 


How strong is a kind word ! 
harsh word, or even blow c 


Even the dog, the cat, or the horse, though they 
do not know what you say 
speak a kind word to them. 

A man was one day driving a cart along the 
street. 
The man 
was in an ill temper, and beat the horse 3 the horse 


, reared and plunged, but he either did not or would 


nese, and consented to have become miserable in | 
It was then that hope began to | 
whisper flatteringly in our ear of the time when we | 
should no longer have frowns or flagellation to | 
} on the men, as though he would say, 


for her beauty and powers of theatricul expression. | 
One evening, in 1810, she and Signor Crescentini | 


conferred the decoration of a high order on Cres- | 


| born, die before they attain 


not go the right way. Another man, who was 
with the eart, went up tothe horse and patted him 
on the neck, and called him kindly by his name. 
The horse turned his head, and fixed his large eyes 
‘*T will do 
anything for you, because you are kind to me?” 
and bending his broad chest against the load, turn. 


:teeteteaanaeeee ate ae eee ae 





ANECDOTE OF AN ARAB. 
A Bevawes, having obtained entrance surrep- 
tiously into the house of a merchant, an inhabitant 


- of Mecca, made up a convinent bale of guods to ; 
my love: your throat will win a shower of gold.” , 


' premises when he happened, in the dark, to strike 
his foot against something hard on the floor.— 


/edit up and put itto his tongue, when, to his 
equal mortification and disappointment, he found 


' the salt of the owner, his avarice gave way to his 


TY am ted ‘ | respect for the laws of hospitality ; and throwing 
ey tom loud, Sweel, | down his booty, he withdrew empty handed. 


it will sub- } 


. when he was asked how he bore it so well. 


‘The horse was drawing a heavy load, and | 
{ did not turn as the man wished him, 


, ted for,” 


ed the cart down the narrow lane, trotted on brisk- } 


ly as though load were a plaything. O! how 


strong is a kind word. 
—o 228 Cise0 — 
FACTS ARE BRIEF. 

Out of every thousand young men, twenty of 
them dieaunually. The wumber of the inhabitants 
of a city or country is renewed every thirty years. 
The number of old men who die in cold weather, 
is to the number of those who dic in warn) weather 
The uble 


the ints ofa 





ws seven to four. men to bear arms 


form a fourth of inhabit country.— 


The proportion between the deaths of women and 


men, is 100 to 108. Oue half of those who are 


the age of 


Among 3,125 who die, it appears by the registers 


that there is only one person of 100 years of age. 


The hule girl was } 


More old men are found in clevated situation than 
in valleys and plains, 
—— ong, 25) ¢ Ome — 


SELF-MADE 


CoLuMnUs Was a Weaver, 


MEN. 

Franklin a journeyman 
printer, Sextus V. was employed in herding swine ; 
Ferguson and Burns were plowmen; sop was a 
slave ; Hogarth an engraver on pewter pots ; Ben 


Johnson was a bricklayer; Porson was the son of 
a parish clerk ; Akenside was the eon of a butcher 
—so was Wolsey ; Cervantes was a common sol- 


Ark- 


Southey 


dicr: Halley was the son of a soup-boile cs 
and 


were the sons of linen drapers; Crabbe a 


wright was a barber; Blackstone 
fisher- 
man’s son ; Keats the son of alivery stable keep. 
er; Canova was the son of a®nason ; Capt. Cook 


begun his career as Cabin boy. 


seven.—— ! 


4 , F the r ” 
, eva tell when you who handles the rod. 


decamp with, and was on the point of leaving the 
‘T'hinking it might be an article of value, he pick- 


it tobe a lump of rock salt. Having thus tasted 


—— +i ¢ Cato —— 
A BEAUTIFULLY EXPRESSED 
THOUGIIT. 

Ir is difficult to conceive anything more beau- 
tiful than the reply given by one in affliction, 
“It 
lightens the stroke, said he, ‘* to draw near to him 


— i @ Cato — 
LOST HIS GUARD. 

A noave asked charity on pretence of being 
dumb. A lady having asked, with equal simplic- 
ity and humanity, * How long have you been 
dumb ?” He lost his guard, and answered, “ From 
birth, madain !” * Poor fellow,” said the lady, and 
gave him a dollar. 

— 9D ¢ to—— 
vr” Joxe.—* What is the reason 
of a blow leaving a blue mark after it ?” asked an 
“Itis easily accoun- 
answered a medical student, who was 
reading Bell's Life; “ for you know that blow in 
the perfect makes blew, 
oD ¢ Co 

Ir is generally conceded now-a-days, that “ tin” 
makes the very best kind of belle metal. 

+52 & Gato — 


Letters Containing Remittances, 


Received at this Office, ending Wednesday last, deducting 
the amount of postage peid. 


S. M.S. Hart's Villace, N. Y. $1.00; P. M. Cedar Village, 


A“ Prrrec 


inquiring young gentleman. 





N.Y. $4.00; P.M, Siloam, N. Y. $200; J.C. Pompey 
Centre. N. ¥.$200; J.C. Caldwell, N. Y. $1.00: 8. H. F. 
Columbus, Geo $s! 00 > A. L R. Lima, Ohio, $1,00; P. M. 
Gaines, N. ¥. $4.00. 


-— 3D tl — 
MARRIAGES: 


In this city, on the Oh inst. by the Rev. D. L. Marks, Mr. 
Moses E. Thomas to Miss Mary Jane Coons, both of this city. 








At New London, Ct. on the 3d inst. by Rev. Mr. Dennis, 
Mr. Samuel L. Badgley. of Badgley Hotel, of this city, to Miss ' 
Anna M. Baker, of the former place. 

At Smoky Hollow, on the 4th inst. Mr. George Forshew, 
of this city, to Miss Eliza Covey, of the former place, ‘ 

At Brooklyn, » oe » Sth inst. by the Rev. Mr. Kennedy, 
Stephen Avery. fo “tether of this city, to Susan J. Aver y, of | 
the former “e, 

At Ast! eee » Maes. on the 4th inst. by the Rev, Mr. Mer- ' 
cien, A le Hoy, ef Rood at, Ubter co. N. Y. to Caroline 
L.d erof Hiram Bartholomew, B q. ofthe former place. i 

the «n ry on the 3d inst. by the Rew. Mr. Brnd- 4 
ford, George Bartholomew, to Martha E. daughter of William = { 
B » hoth of that piace ’ 

At Clavernck, on the Gth ult. by the Rev, Ira Boiece, Mr. 


Win. Hl. Vandee ok, of W ayue Co, to Miss Uelen E. Putch- { 
er, of the former place. { 
— ott @Omro—— 
DEATHS. 
In this ¢ 
Paul, asged 


on the 2d inst. Charles L. eldest son of Charles 
Ni yenrs 
At Athens, Green Co. N. ¥. on the Is inst. Prosper TMos- 
n until recently n resilent As longa Merchant of this ay 
azed 93 years, and S months. He was a soldier in the Revo- 
lutionary Woe 
At Greenport, on the 3d inst. Emma, youngest danghter of 4 
Philip Li. and Olivia Miller, aged 3 months and Qidays. 
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For the Rural Repository. 
THE MENTAL ERA. 
BY ISAAC COBB. 


Tre mental era is at hnnd, 
The glorious age of truth, 
When genius through Columbia's land, 
Shall pass the bounds of youth ; 
When learning with artistic skill, 
Shali nature's noble outline fill. 


Then Liberty shall know her power, 
And potent despots fear, 

With faltering spirits, that the hour 
Of recompense is near ; 

Then slavery on freedom's shore, 

Her iron fuot shall plant no nore, 


Oh God! thou sovereign sublime, 
In majesty utired ! 

We would behold the happy time, 
The era long desired. 

When Africa shall raise her voice, 

And bid her injured sons rejoice. 


Ye constant friends of human weal, 
Co laborers with heaven! 

Go brenk the future's mighty seal, 
And find assistance given— 

Assistance from the upper realm, 

To calm the sens and guide the helm. 


The golden day yesoon may see, 
The joyous reign of peace, 

When all in bondage shall go free, 
And wars forever cense ; 

When intellect shall proudly stand, 

And lead to triumph wisdom's band. 


Then knowledge may with kingly sway, 
O'er ignorance prevail, 

And bring at last the promised day ! 
Which will not cannat fail, 

Though wealth depart on pinions light, 

And fame be lost io beamless night! 


Boston, Nor. 28, 1850. 


— +) ¢ Gao — 
For the Rural Repository. 
_ LINES 


Suggested by reading “ Reflections on visiting Bash Bish.” 


Basu Pisn! whose praises have been sung, 
By one who erst had stood among 

Thy towering rocks and waving pines, 
With heart responding tothe chimes 

Of music, which thy streamlet's flow, 
Throws on the sir. wild deep and low. 


Ah! would the poet's gift were mine 
If power is given them to define, 

The sound by tailing waters made, 
Or echves from the low. deep glade. 
To me, the sounds pocsess no sense 
To cull forth floods of eloquence. 


When first the distant heights you spy 
Which seem * discoursing in the sky,” 

So bold their outline and «0 clenr, 

You seem almost their voice to hear. 

Their strength and pence they'd fuin impart 
To every traveler's fainting heart. 


But when the weary ascent's gained, 

To which both hand and foot were strained, 
You fined yourse f compelled to rest, 
On cold bare rocks, * the Engle’s nest.” 
Where sounds the falling leaflets make, 
Eeem the low rattle of a sn ke. 

Brill other cliffs nbove you rise, 

To which you turn your wi-tful eves ; 
One effort mure to cross the stream, 

The height to gain, and then you deem, 
~ \ 
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You'll see at lest, that wonderful land, 
Call'd “ awfully, beautifully sublimely grand.” 


‘Tis gained at length, you look around, 
Above, below, upon the ground ; 

What do you see ? what hear? what feel, 
To compensate for all your toil 7 

’Tis what you've seen ofi times before, 
Skies, water, rocks ; but “ nothing more.” 
- * * * *& a * °® 
Such has experience found the home 
Which once the Eagle called his own, 

But now to many has become 

A fount of joy to think upon. 

E’en in my thoughts thy name will last, 


Fraught with the sunshine of the past. Una. 


—- 9D ¢ Giro — 
DESCRIPTION OF WYOMING. 
BY THOMAS CAMPBELL. 


On Susquehana’s side, fuir Wyoming! 

Although the wild-flower on thy ruined wall, 

And roofless homes, a sad remembrance bring 

Of what thy gentle people did befall : 

Vet thou wert once the loveliest Inod of all 

That seethe Atlantic wave their morn restore, 

Sweet land! may I thy lost delights recall, 

And paint thy Gertrude in her bowers of yore, 
Whose benuty was the love of Penusy!vania's shore ! 


Delightful Wroming' beneath thy skies, 

The happy shepherd swains had naught to do 
But feed their flocks on green decliviries, 

Or skim perchance thy lake with light canoe 
From morn, till evening's sweeter pnstime grew, 
With timbrel, when beneath the forests brown, 
Thy lovely maidens would the dance renew, 
And aye these sunny mountains half-way down 


| Would echo flageolet from some romantic town. 


Then, where on Indian hills the daylight takes 
His leave. how might you the flamingo see 
Disporting like a meteor on the lakes— 

And playful squirrel on his nut-grown tree; 
And every sound of life was full of glee, 

From merry mock-bird’s song, or hum of men; 
While, hearkening, fearing nnught their revelry, 


The wild deer arch'd his neck from glades, and then 


Unbunted, sought his woods aud wilderness again, 


And scarce had Wyoming of war or crime 
Heard, but in transatlantic story sung, 

For here the exile met from every chime, 

And spoke in friendship every distant tongue ; 
Men from the blood of warring Europe sprung, 
Were but divided by the ronning brook ; 

And happy where no Rhenish trumpet rung, 
On plains no sieging mine's volcano shook, 


The blue-eyed German changed his sword to pruning-book. 


Nor far some Andalusian saraband 
Would sound to many a native roundelay— 
But who is he that yet a dearer land 
Remembers, over hills and far away? 
Green Albion! what though he no more survey 
Thy ships at anchor on the quiet shore, 
Thy pellochs rolling from the mountain bay, 
Thy lone sepulchral cairn upon the moor, 
And distant isles that hear the loud Corbrechtan roar! 


Alas! poor Caledonia’s mountaineer, 
That want's stern edict eer, and feudal grief, 
Had forced bim f.oma home he loved so dear! 
Vet found he here a home, and glad setief, 
And pied the beverage from his own fair sheaf, 
That fired his Highland blood with mwickle glee : 
And England sent her men, of men the chief, 
W ho taught those sires of Empire yet to be, 
To plant the tree of life—to plant fair Freedom's tree! 


Here was not mingled in the city's pomp 

Of life's extremes the grandeur and the gloom; 

Judgment awoke not here her dismal trump, 

Nor seal'd in blood a felluw-creature’s doom, 

Nor mourn’d the captive in a living tomb, 

One venerable man. beloved of a'l, 

Sufficed, where innocence was yet in bloom, 

To sway the strife, that seldom might befall : 
And Albert was their judge in patriurchal hall, 
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EVENING. 
BY ROBERT SOUTHEY. 
Trvs having said. the pious sufferer sate, 
Beholding with fix'd eyes that lovely orb, 
Till quiet tears confused in dizzy light 
The broken moonbeams. ‘They two by the toil 
OF spirit, us by travail of the day 
Subdued, were silent, yielding to the hour. 
The silver cloud diffusing s!owly past, 
And now into its airy elements 
Resolved is gone ; while through the azure depth 
Alone in heaven the glorious moon pursues 
Her course appointed, with indifferent beams 
Shining upon the silent hitts around, 
And the dark tents ofthat unholy host, 
Who, all unconscious of impending fate, 
Take their lust slumber there. The camp is still; 
The fires have moulder'd, und the breeze which stirs 
The soft and snowy ewbers, just loys bare 
At times a red and evanescent light, 
Or for 2 moment wakes a feeble flame, 
They by the fountain hear the strenm below, 
Whose murmurs, as the wind afore or fell, 
Fuller or fwinter reach the ear attuned, 
And now the nightingale. not distant far, 
Begau her solitary song ; and poured 
To the cold moon a richer, stronger strain 
Than that with which the lyric lark salotes 
The new-born day. Her deep and thrilling song 
Seem'd with its piercing melody to reach 
The soul, and in mysterious wnison 
Blend with all thoughts of -entleness and Tove. 
Their hearts were open to the healing power 
Of wature ; and the splendour of the night, 
The flow of waters. and that sweetest lay, 
Came to them like a copious evening dew 
Falling on vernal herbs whieh thirst for rain, 
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